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ADVERTISEMENT, 


TRE following tranſlations were written 
without much knowledge of the Italian lan- 
guage; and, in conſequence, the writer may, 
in many places, have miſtaken the meaning 
of his Author; and, in ſome, he begs leave 
tt add that he has wilfully miſrepreſented 
him. The latter he believes are few, and 
to the candour of the reader he truſts for 
his forgiveneſs in the former. That he ſhall 
obtain this indulgence, he is the more ready 
to promiſe himſelf, as he conſiders his pre- 
ſent publication as the relinquiſhing of a 
very pleaſing ſtudy, to which, for reaſons 
of a private nature, he does not mean to 
return, 
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EPITHALAMIUM, ©c. 


Th E heroic toils and ſtrifes let others ſing 

Of Atreus' ſon, or Thebes's warrior King; 

Or deeds of Hercules, by fancy feign'd, 

Or wreaths of Mars with human blood diſtain'd; 

Of two fair, conſtant hearts my ſong proclaims”. 

The ſacred union, and the mutual flames; 

And as the muſe of thee alone ſhall tell, 

Come, Love, and whiſper from the tuneful ſhell, 
Illuſtrious Dame, with Fortune for thy friend, 

Deſert and glory on whoſe ſteps attend, | 

| With ſmiles of ſoft complacency receive, 

The myrtle crown thy Poet's fingers weave: 

By Time matur'd, I in ſome future day, 

May chaunt thy praiſes in a loftier lay; in 

Mean-while be courteous, and the muſe ſhall rife _ 

By theſe to nobler flights, and learn to reach the ſkies, 
E'en thus the youth, unſkill'd the deeps to brave, 

Scarce dares at firſt to touch the chilly wave; 

Then, to his breaſt the upholding corks applied, 

He goes to float upon the ſwelling tide ; | 

Secure in Art, he lifts his ſmiling face, 

And rivals Nature in her finny race; 

Then on the banks he leaves the buoying wood, 

And leaps exulting in the raging flood. 


A On 


Which Perſia's gulph, and India's ocean bound; 
Where rove Sabean youths, unvext by toil, 

(For toil is needleſs on that fruitful ſoit) + 

A mountain riſes, which no ſultry heat 

Ot Summer's ſuns, nor Winter's ſtorm can beat; 
But gentleſt gales, that ever pure remain, 
Play with each ſpice, or ſweep the ſcented plain. 
There riſe in interchange on every fide 
The loaded Palms, the Cedar's ſtately pride, 
The Spikenard Camnamon, and oderous reed, 
The bitter mytrh, and trees that incenſe bleed; 
With all thoſe woods, which on his funeral pyre 
That Bird, himſelf his offspring and bis fire, 

Is wont to heap, when by deſign he dies, 

And meditates from death in youth to 11ſe, 

Ne'er to theſe groves their verdant glories fade, 
Nor ax deſcends to rob them of their ſhade; 

Here *neath the yoke no toiling oxen groan, 

Nor heifers fill the vallies with their moan; 

Nor here, with drops falt-falling from their brow, 
Do wearied hirelings urge the goring plough; 

But all, from riſk and labour freed, behol | 
Thrice in one year their harveſts wave with gold. 
By Nature here upon the ſelf ſame tree | 
Do different leaves, and different fruits agree: 
E'en from the elms, as from the vines that cling 
Cloſe to their ſides, the purple cluſters ſpring; 
Here is nd Winter, and no Summer here, 
But Spring and Autumn rule the varying year; 
Within theſe heav*nly-favor'd regions blows 
No fingle flower, but into fruit it grows, 
High on the top a ſpacious plain extends, 
Round with a wood its ſhady barrier bends : : 

| What- 
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Whate? er, of power to charm the ſoul, is found _ 


Thro' Earth, lies center d ip this ample bound: 

O'er cooling groitoes hand the frag rant bowers, 
And murmuring riyulets feed the * AY v3 flowers: 
All gentler all, and hirds of every dye 
Graze on the plains, and.fll the. harmonious ſky, 


Not ſuch thoſe L. ſeem'd in ancient days, 


Watch'd by the dragon's never-{lumbering gaze; ; 
Nor thoſe, which, pendant from the Aﬀſlyrian' 3 wal | 
Of arch on arches, ever ſeem'd to fall ; e off 
Nor half ſo pleaſant found the Elyſian , rove 
That Trojan herg, wben theſe realms oye 
He left, deſcending with the Sybil maid, 

To hold ſhort — wih his father's ſhade. 
Hard were the taſk for Reaſon to declare, 

If Art or Nature form'd a work ſo fair; 

Or both conjoin'd ; for both here ſeem 4 to meet 
In Love's embrace, and mix their kiſſes ſweet; 
Each to che other brought a copious dower, 

Art of his ſkill, and Nature Ih power; 

Here did deſign perform but chance's part, 

And what was N en 
That lent materials, nor from thence aſpir'd, 
Thoſe this adorn'd, and then from fi id, 
But to the ſummit of this mount ſublime _ 
Man never went, for man gould never climb: 

If ought e'er tries the ſteep aſcent to gain, 

Vain it ſets out, and fill returns in vain; 

For that thick wood, whoſe high-uplifted mound 
Girds the wide plain, and forms a rampart round, 
With ſuch wild mazes puzzles every way, 

That all, who enter there, in endleſs error iray, 
Such, and ſo i intricate, I deem, of yore 

Stood the fam'd labyrinth * the Cretan ſhore, 


(4) 


By Dedalus rais'd ; where roaring us'd to rove 
The monſtrous produce of Paſiphae's love; 
And, whence eſcaping by the guiding clue, 

That Greek, to gratitude and oaths untrue | 
Ran from the maid, whoſe {kill himſelf did ſave, 
And paid with treachery for the life ſhe gave, 
To theſe delightful haunts and cloſe retreats 
Venus oft, leaving the celeſtial ſeats, 

Retires inconſtant, from her ſpouſe afar, 

To hold ſoft dalliance with the God of War: 
Him whilſt ſhe there with pleaſing wiles detains, 
A happy priſoner in Love's ſilken chains, 
Clamour 1s dumb, revenge and diſcord ceaſe, 
And the wide univerſe is huſh'd in peace. 

Fair is the ſight, when off his breaſt-plate throws 
The blood Rain'd Mars, and, on a bed of roſe 


Extended, gazes on immortal charms, 


And ſinks to ſleep, entranc'd in Beauty's arms "ke 


While, groups on groups, a thouſand winged boys 
Hover around, intent on infant joys; 

Brandiſh their little darts a million ways, 

Or wake from dying fires the ſlumbering blaze. 
Here one his quiver from his breaſt unties, 

Then on his head the ponderous helmet tries; 
But, with the hollow caſque half cover'd o'er, 
He finks beneath a weight unfelt before; 

This thro? the cuiſhes* double paſſage walks, 

Or mounts their tops, and like a warrior ſtalks; 
This vainly flirives the maſſy ſpear to wield, 

Or on his naked back to raiſe the unmeaſur'd ſhield. 
One lifts the wheel he pull'd from Venus' car, 
And to its axle fits the filver flar, | 

But fits in vain; the ſimple fool, ſo blind, 

Its central ring no longer now can find: 


One, 
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One, whilſt his brother ſleeps on mild perfumes, 

Stands from his wings to pluck the gloſſy plumes, 

While one, with finger to his lips applied, 4 

To ſilence awes the group, low whiſpering by his fide. 

This *midſt the bay's or laurel's ſhadier leaves, 

Seeks where the bird her molly ſtrutture weaves; 

This hangs in air, high pois'd on even wing, | 

Or lfaves his pinions in the cryſlal ſpringz z 

This lights the torch, this firings the bending flee, 

This points his arrows on the whirling wheel; | 

Some run, ſome walk, ſome ſland, ſome lie; each burns; 

And Sorrow, Anger, Joy, poſſeſs the face by turns. 

Thus amidſt Hybla's flowers and balmy trees, 

When Summer comes, her ſweetly-toiling Bees, 

Far diverſe wandering, every arbour ſpoil, 

Taſte every plant, and rifle every ſoil; 

This from the lily ſips the nectarous dews, 

This with nice {kill the waxen fabric glues; 

With pleaſing lullabies they wing their way, 

And home return a thouſand times a-day. 

It hap'd one morn, that of that archer race, ho 

Whilf Mars was lock'd in ſleep and Love's embrace, 

His ſword one ſtole, and, nought with fears'diſmay'd, 

High on his ſhoulder pois'd the ſhining blade; 

But all too vent'rous; for the unuſual weight 

Of that broad maſs, for ſtrength, like his, too great, _ 

So bore him down, whilſt ſtruggling to retire, 55 

That, ſtumbling, back he fell, and Ell upon his ſire: 

In that ſame inſtant too the luckleſs ſword A 

On Mars deſcended, and his heel ſo gor d, 

That from the wound out guſh'd a reeking tide, 

Which all the herbs with ſpots of crimſon dy'd: 

He ſcream'd aloud, and op'd his flumbering eyes, 

Whilſt Venus ſtarted at the hideous crie s 1 N 
9 ve 
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Love ftretch'd his wings to fly, but ſtretch'd in vain; ; 
She pull'd him back to puniſhment and pain. S 
His plumes he ſhakes, and Rrives on air to climb; 1 
Mean- while his mother learns the culprit's crime; þ 
Then beats revengeful, with repeated blow, F 
From rods of roſe, his limbs of living ſnow; T 
Love ſpeaks in vain, in vain he weeps ; ſhe hears T 
Nor pleas of right, nor ſoftens at his tears; F 
Toil makes at length, her arm the goddeſs ſtay; T 
He bites his lips, and ſulking, walks away: B 
But by the fiream, which Jove himſelf ne'er dares. T 
To adjure in vain, reyenge the Indignant ſwears : M 
Mean-while Mars meditates from Love's embrace A 
To part, and viſit his tumultuous Thrace ; 1 
That Thrace, which, {ill to barbarous deeds inclin'd, B. 
Works ſtrife from cups, which Bacchus had deſigñ dd N 
For mirth and joy; and, at the feſlal board . T. 
In angry broils unſheaths the flaming ſword. + a 
Mars riſes, and his limbs arrays in arms, | A 
Whoſe havock kills all Nature with alarms: | A 
Whilſt he puts on his mail of iron plait, 7 H 
iſ Slaughter and Shame on him, his hand-maids, wait: | W 
( - To purple tyrants, as the Godhead treads, 1 
i Their crowns uſurp'd, now tremble their heads: | Be 
1 His eye- ball li s with ſuch fiery blaze, Fa 
1 That Venus ſelf no more endyres to gaze. M 
F E'en ſo, when Sirius, like a burning brand, | Ce 
| Scorches the deſerts of Numidian ſand, Ar 
. The monſtrous ſerpent chere, wah years oppreſt, Th 
'F Midſt rocks and rocks rubs off has ſordid veſt ; Bo 
| And, thence in youth. renew'd, with fold on fold Lo 
'F Rears to the ſun his ſcales of glutering gold; Th 
His fork'd tongue vibrates, and with poiſonous breath Fa 
| Blaſts every herb, and fills the plains with death, NE — 
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Such Mars L. as from that face he goes, 
Thro' which from wars this world a refpite knows; 
Now, with all thoughts from love and joys afar, 

He fits incumbent on his iron car; 

The groaning axle bends, whilſt all the air 

Turns ſanguine at his eye-ball's favage glare; 

Forth ruſh the winds, tempeſtuous hail deforms 

The darken'd heav'ns and ocean ſwells with florms, 
Before him Diſcord flies ; and every chain, 

That faſtens foul to ſoul, ſhe cuts in twain; 

Makes ſtrait the path for Madnefs, that defies 

All ills; and Blaſphemy with livid eyes: 

In hand with her goes Vengeance; the, whoſe frown 
Bids Monarch's fhake; whoſe arm pulls kingdoms down: 
Next follow, Murder with her heart of ſteel, 
Treachery's dark brow, and Terror's coward heel, 


There too's Ambition, whom herſelf delights 


Alone; who tramples on each others rights: 

And there lean Envy, ſhe, whoſe ſoul perverſe 
Her own good feeks not, but another's curſe : 
With thels goes Death, and cleaves the air before 
With naked ſword, all ffain'd with clotted gore; 
Behind (chief minifters of human bane) 
Famine and Plague fill up the horrid train. 

Mars rides along, and with him Cupid goes 
Conceal'd, and panting to revenge his woes; 
Arabia's ſpices, and the vermil main 

They leave behind, and Egypt's fruitful plain; 
But, with what ſchemes or arts I cannot fay, 
Love leads the warrior from his path affray; 
Thus whilft he fancies that to Thrace he bends, 
Far to the left th* unconſcious Godhead wends, 
Along the midland fea his thundering car 

He drives, and rides en etmental war; 
| And 
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And now he paſſes by that rocky ſhore, 

Which once the Cyclops bath'd with human gore; 
Up thro' the ſtreights, where Scylla o'er the waves 
Rears her fell monſters, and for ever raves; 

Then, like an arrow thro' the yielding ſkies, 

With ſpeed precipitate the chariot flies, 

To where Sebeto on his limpid face, 

Refletts fair Naples, and her bliſsful race. 

Here Cupid runs before, intent to find 


A maid of princely form, and more than princely mind: 


In her he hides, ' himſelf, his darts, and fires, 
And truſts to her the vengeance, he deſires; 

To her he truſts, as from none elſe, he knows, 
E'er might he hope to deal ſuch fatal blows ; 
And well he ſaw, tho? love ſhe did deſpiſe, 
Love oft had triumph'd from her luſtrous eyes: 
Anna was ſhe; bright glory's ſparkling gem; 
The wealthier offspring of a generous ſtem; 
Than whom Sirena, midſt her nymphs of fame, 
Boaſts not a lovelier, or a worthier name: 
Whether with caſe ſhe treads the dancing maze, 
Or looks, or ſmiles, or talks, or ſings, or plays, 
In every geſture bears ſhe love and grace, 
Minerva in her ſoul, and Venus in her face, 
Near to this maiden ſat an envied pair, 

Her reverend father, and, his ſweeter care, 

His ſpouſe ; both ſplendid in illuſtrious birth, 
Nor leſs renown'd for wiſdom and for worth, 
Souls, which firſt Heav'n had link'd in realms above, 
Then re- united in this world by love 
And gave ſuch fruit, that ne'er the Sun did ſee 

A fairer produce, or a nobler tre. | 
Now flands the virgin from her warbling tongue | 
To pour the tide of harmony along; 


And 
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And as now tremulous, now loud ſhe ſings, 
Enamour'd zephyrs reſt upon their wings: 

In notes leſs. muſical, leſs mournful ſtrains, 

By lateſt eve ſad Philomel complains, 

When lone retires ſhe to the ſilent vale, 

There to reſume her melancholy tale. 

Her voice, firſt gathering in her ſwelling throat, 

Now ſhe puts forth, now holds the lengthening nate; 
In rapid fugues the mingled. ſounds now fly, 

And, part purſuing part, aſcend on high; 5 
And now with mellower tones, that gently fall, 

Soft ſhe deſcends, now ſcarcely. breathes at all; 

She metes the movements, links them, and diſparts, 
White all ſeems Chance's work, yet all is Art's, 

If thus the Hebrew youth had power to charm, 

Welt might he Sorrow of her {ting difarm 

For Iſrael's King, and well might Orpheus quell 

The ſtone-eyed Furies of enchanted Hell. 

Should Heav'n en me ſuch gifts of ſong beſtow, 
Fearleſs I'd ſeek the Stygian caves below, | 

Wou'd brave the fiends untam'd with ſound before, 

Or raiſe the walls Amphion rais'd of yore. | 

Here Love his plumes compoſes, as he lies, 

In the ſweet motions of ber liquid eyes; | 

His bow he bends, yet holds 2 lingering dart, 
And waits the ſureſt paſſage to the heart: 
Mean-while Mars comes, and turns his fight to gaze; 
No more now Love th' impriſon'd arrow flays; 

Tis gone and felt; as when the fleel-tipt reed 

Is ſcarce dilmiſs'd, and, lo, the victims bleed! 8 
When Mars firſt ſaw this maiden's face ſo fair, 
And her looſe treſs that wanton'd in the air, i 

He dream'd chat he beheld that Queen, whoſe ſmile 

Fw In ſoft ſubjection holds the Cyprian Iſle; _ | 
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Like Venus did The move, like Venus ſpeak, 
Such were her eyes, and ſuch her dimpled cheek ; 
And on that cheek the ſelf ſame roſe did live, 
Save what diſtinction modeſt worth could give. 
Mars wondering ſtands, and throws his lance aſide, 
That lance ſo oft in blood of millions dy'd; 

No more he thinks of flaughter and of arms, 

His native {kies, or Citherea's charms ; | 
No more he burns to heap on flain the flain, 

No more remembers the Biſtonian plain; 

Trophies and war no longer he deſires, 

Her only views he, her alone admires. | 

E'en thus the Tiger, when her young to find, 
She leaves the hills and lengthening vales bebind, 
Stops in her mid career, and ſtands to gaze |, 
On that bright mirror, which the Hunter lays; 
No more ſhe wiſhes to purſue her flight, 
Drunk with the ſplendors of exceſſive light; 
Mean-while the cr#fty Hunter ſcours along, 
And ſteals at once her anger and her young. 
Now Fame a monſtet, whom the Earth had given, 
After that war by Giants wag'd with Heaven. 
Siſter of Cæus, and of thoſe other names, 

Whom Jove hurFd headlong with avenging flames, 
She, whom nor Time nor Diftance can control, 
Her loud tale babbling, roams from pole to pole; 
AtHrttho* ſmall, yet ſoon ſhe to the ſkies 

Lifts her proud head, ard wingles truth with lies. 
From Calpe's rocks to Ganges golden ſtream, 
By the moon's radiance, / or the ſolar beam, 

In ſpeed advaneing, o'er the world the goes, 
Nor ever ſhits one eye- lid in repoſe; 

For eyes a hundred in her Wings ſhe bears, 
And in her bead à hundred mouths and ears: 


What- 


hate 


And as ſhe ſpake it, ſlill thro? every word 


(wh 


What-c'er men.do, ſhe marks; then adds her own';: 
And ſcares with lies the Cottage and the Throne. 
To Venus ſoon the ſhapeleſs monſter came, 
And told that Mars had found ſome other flam Y 


Nought but confus'd and broken ſounds: were heard ;. 

Nor did ſhe ſtay, but left the Queen to moan, | 
And fling her heart with jealouſies, alone: 
She learnt that Mars was to herſelf untrue, 

But whete, or yet with whom, ſhe nothing knew. 
With rage the kindles, nor can hence contain 


The furious heat, which throbs in every vein; 


Yet, ignorant where to go, in vain ſhe burns, 
And Love and Vengeance ſeize the ſoul by turns; 
Her vermil cheek ſhe rends, and bleeding bares 
Her breaſt, and lacerates her golden hairs; 
Thus far can Jealouſy empoifon love, 

E'en in the bleſt inhabitants above. 

Thou cruel fiend, that rear'ſt thy ſerpent creſt 

In every blifs, and joy'ſt to murder reſt, 

Thou that doſt chill the affections of the. heart, 
And bid'ſt all rapture, and all love depart, 

Say, how ſhould mortals live from thee ſecure, 
When een Celeſtials muſt thy griefs endure; 

O Love, drive out this monſter from thy train, 
Or ceaſe to wound us with thy pleaſing pain. 


Now on her car the maddening Goddeſs ſprings, 


And bids her Doves unfurl their filver wings; 

A dubious courſe, unreſting, doth ſhe ſteer, 

And now to heav'n, now earth approaches near; 
Where the ſun ſets, or where his ſplendors riſe, 
From world to world, from pole to pole ſhe flies; 


And ſtill ſhe traces Earth thro? all her ſhores, 


And ſeeks the God ſhe * and adores.. 
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No longer gentleſt love her heart inſpites, Ar 
Or lights her placid eye with amorous fires; In 

Rage glows upon her cheek; her trembling hand 3”. 
The roſeate reins no longer can command: Th 
From Etna Ceres thus her courſe begun, Hi 
And from the weſt unto the riſing ſun | A 

Her flight purſued, in hopes to find the maid, Sh 
Whom Dis had hurried to the Stygian ſhade, W 
So wander'd Venus, and ſo oft return d. So 
Yet found not him, for whom her anger burn'd; E“. 
And now, far-ſpent with labour and with heat, Ar 
Her Doves the air with flagging pinions beat; A 

While borne along, as Chance or Fury ſway'd | Sh 
The guider's hand, at length the chariot ftray'd _ W 
To fam'd Germania, and ſuſpended flood, | Ea 
Where rolls the Danube his tumultuous flood ; Th 
Here down look'd Venus, and Vienna ſaw, W 
The ſeat of empire, and the ſource of law. Ne 
Jo no rude nation, in no land unknown, M. 
There brave Auguſtus fills his dazzling throne; He 
Whoſe wide-ſpread trophies Earth and Seas around | Ar 
Now ſcarce can compaſs in their narrow bound; Ar 
Who bids uſurpers tremble at his nod. Th 
Or feel the vengeance of his lifted. rod; Ea 
Whom Scythia dreads, whom furtheſt Ind reveres, Bu 
Admires his wiſdom, and his courage fears. | | Of 
A youth there Venus from her car deſccicd, Sh 
In bliſs repoſing at a maiden's ſide; | A. 
In folds of armour were his limbs array'd, | To 
And from his belt hung down a ſhining blade; | He 
She deem' it Mars; and inſtant, where he lay, Et 
Her Doves, now wearied with their length of way, Fo 
Prone did ſhe, drive, and laſh'd them oft to ſee _ No 
Wüh cloſer ſearch, who. might this. warrior be, Put An 
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And now approach'd ſhe near, but did not find 
In him the God ſhe piQur'd in her mind; 
This was Antonio, and that virgin Grace, 

The twin-born ſharer of his noble race; 
His eye flaſh'd courage, but the Maid's could claim 
A ſofter radiance, and a ſweeter flame; 

She ſeems for beauty, He for valour born, 
While both, with equal grace, unequal gifis adorn, 
Something flill mild his ſparkling eye-balls ſhew, 
E'en in the fierceneſs of their fiery glow; 

And ſhe with beauty's charm diſplays combin'd 

A lofty ſpirit, and a manly mind; 

She can the bolts of idle Love deſpiſe, 

Whillt He all dangers and all wars deſies. 

Each copies each, and with illuſtrious ſtrife 

They caſt a glory on each other's life. 

Whilſt on the youth her eye the Goddeſs bends, 
No more Love's jealous pang her boſom rends; 


Mars ſhe forgets, and all his proud diſdain, 


Held in the bondage of a happier chain; 


And ſtill ſhe fixes her admiring gaze, 
And, where Hate led her, ſtill thro' Love ſhe ſlays; 
That Love, which raiſes with capricious power. 
Each varying paſſion in the ſelf-ſame hour, 

But whilſt her thoughts the heroic greatneſs trace 
Of the maid's virtues in her angel face, 

She feels a ſomething that her breaſt annoys, 

A ſomething envious that corrupts her. joys : 

To each ſhe turns, yet each diſturbs her calm, 

Fe of her heart, jhe robs her of her palm; 

E'en thus the mountain oak no reſpite finds, 
For ever rocking with contending winds, 

Now Love, who pierc'd fair Venus with his dart, 
And keeps his wrangs deep-written in his heart, 
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That Love, who hates that others ſhould control 
The fiercenefs of his proud, ungovern'd foul, 
With ceaſeleſs flight: had reach'd Vienna's gate, 
And now purſuing his revengeful hate, 

To Mars he turns, and to the God reveals 

The wound, which Venus in her bofom feels. 
Faithleſs tho' He with love once more to reſt 
Had lull'd the fory in his ftormy breaſt, 

Yet ſoon, reſuming his accuſtom'd ire, 

He roſe, and kindled like a burning fire; 

For not cold Jealouſy, but Anger's ſtame 
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| Urg'd on the Godhead to revenge his ſhame; 
While, ſtill intolerant, his rights abus'd 
if He deem'd, if any claim'd what He refus'd, 
h As when the torrent from the mountain's brow, 
i With rain diſtended and with Winter's ſnow, 
1 Tumbling precipitate its roaring 'tids, 


| Fills the rich plains with deſolation wide, 

i O'erturns the foreſts and each hut of clay, 

| And ſweeps the ſhepherd, and his flocks away; 

þ E'en ſo, when firſt the indignant warrior heard | 

| Of this new flame, which Venus had preferr'd, 
To her he flew, impatient of his wrong, | 
And blaſted Nature, as he paſt along; 

Iſter he reach'd (fo ſwiftly did he fly) 7 

In one quick movement of the glancing- eye; 

f But Venus ſaw what will'd the God of war, 

It And ken'd his angry coming from afar; 

1 And much ſhe doubted if *twere beſt to try 

Ib Herſelf in darkneſs to conceal, of fly; _ 

Yet ſtill ſhe dreaded that, if found, her wiles 

Could nought avail her, or her amorous ſmiles :; 

But, as ſhe views the threat'ning ſtorm fo near, 


Nor hopes of ſafety in ought elle appear, 
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The path which Fate had left her, ſhe purſues, © - 
And bathes her lovely eyes with Sorrow's pearly dews : 
And now thoſe eyes, with love in grief confeſt, 
Whoſe tears deſcended on her ſnowy breaſt, 

Like the Sun ſhining thro” an April ſhower, 

A milder beauty own'd, a more attractive power; 
Like her the Goddeſs ſeem'd, who Hector's fall 

With conſtant heart bewail'd on Ilion's wall. 

How much the maiden to her yonth endears 

A ſoft eye, gliſlening with pellucid tears, 

For me, if ever ye ſuch power did prove, 

Declare, ye firm Idolaters in love; 

I cannot tell; for ne'er ſweet Sorrow's grace 

Beheld I, Phillis, on thy heavenly. face; 

But ſure he's cruel, who his anger keeps, 

Unmov'd by puy, when a virgin weeps. 

And now did Venus, with diſorder'd hair, 

And ſtreaming eye-balls, every art prepare; 

Then unbefriended, unſecur'd: by, arms, 

Save what were yielded by unrival'd charms, 
Fearleſs ſhe went the warrior's furious rage 

With words to combat, and with tears aſſuage; 
Illuſtiious fight! which e'en might Love. behold 

With joy and wonder; when, with weakneſs bold, 
Her war, in nakedneſs, ſad Pity goes 
To wage with anger by defenceleſs woes. 

& Thus cruel,“ dhe begins, (and ſoft was heard 

A gentle ſigh to ſteal upon each word) 
% Return'ſt thou, cruel, thus, (and while ſhe ſpoke - 
Convullive ſobs the unfiniſh'd accents; broke) 

“ And is this all thy conſtancy ?“ (and here 

Her ſwelling brealls the bath'd with many a tear) 

& Why comes to me, or why not hence returns 


To her thy foot, for whom thy boſom burns? | 
7 | Couldſt 


6) | 
© Conldſt thou firſt rob me of my ſpotleſs fame, 


And com'ſt thou now to inſult me with our ſhame? 
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“ Yes, yes, I know it well; ſome other dart | 

& Has ras' mine image from thy treacherous heart; 

& No more am I your life, no longer 7 

© The Venus you deſire, your only love and joy. 

& Thus ſcorn'd and thus deluded muſt ſhe be, 

& Who truſts her fortunes and and her fame to thee ? 

& Is this the great reward your thoughts deſign | 

& For faith ſo conſtant and ſo firm as mine? 

“ And haſt thou now forgot that I was found 

„% With thee, unveil'd, upon the flowery ground, 

© And, ſnared by Vulcan's toils, for thee was given 

A jeſt for Momus, and the laugh of Heaven? 

& Oh! fool! that I ſhould try the ſeas to ſow, 

& Or truſt to ſuns the diſſoluble ſnow; 

& For ſure ſhe truſts the ſuns, and ſows the ſea, 

© Who hopes returns of conſtancy from thee!” _ 
“ What conſtancy,” replies the God, © what fire 

© Unquench'd haſt thou preſerv'd, or faith entire; 

% Deceitful heart, what treachery doth not owe 

& Its guilt to thee; what violated vow? 

«© Go, go to Paphos, there diſplay thoſe wiles, 

& And lure Adonis with your flattering ſmiles; 

© Then poſt to Xanthus in ſome new diſguiſe, 

& And gull Anchiſes with freſh amorous lies. 

& Since firſt I liſtened to thy voice, no more 

& I've been that Mars, which I had been before: 

«© Thee Heav'n adopted, and produc'd the Sea 

For nought but torment and diſgrace to me: 

45 Thro' thee a thouſand noble ſouls aſide 

* Have turn'd from glory, and, unnotic'd, dyed : 

& But now T'll take, ſince I have broke thy ſnare, 


On thee ſweet vengeance in ſome other Fair“ — 
| « If 
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« If vengeance thou would' bave, thy ſword here bend,” 


Replies the Goddeſs, and my ſorrows end; 
+ Deſpiſe me, ruin me, my peace undo, 

© But do not call me to thy love untrue!” _ 
Nor here did bickering ſlrife and anger ceaſe, 
For ſtill her wailing, and his rage encreaſe; 
In wrath the God till riſes, and with tears 


The Queen averts the vengeance that ſhe fears. 


E'en ſo when Boreas, from his iron chain 
Rebellious burſting, howls along the plain, 

Strips fram the lol Pine her foliage gay, 

And tears the Raven and her neſt away. 

Still ſtands the Bull-ruſh on her marſhy ſhore, 

Nor fears the bluſtering tyrant or his roar; 
Her top now this way, and now that ſhe bends, 
And, as ſhe ſtoops it, flooping ſhe defends. 
But now was Mars wich jealous rage ſo ſtung, 
And Venus with ſuch bitter anguiſh wrupg, _ 
That Love, (the cauſe) who ſeldom pity knows, . 
Began to ſoften at ſuch depth of woes 
His mother's fate he dreads, and grives that Ze, 
Such miſchief could not from the firſt foreſee; 
To heav'n he flies, and calls the immortal Powers 
To turn the ſtorm, which over Venus lours. 

For this the father of the heavenly race, 

E'en Saturn's ſelf, forgets his leaden pace; 
And down with him the Ruler of the ſky, 

And Bacchus, Phœbus, and Mercurius flyz ; 
Theſe follows Juno, with a longer tram 

That leaves unpeopled the celeſtial plainz _ 
Vulcan, who elſe- where at that hour was gone, 
Of all heav'n's hoſt attended not, alone, 
Here ſome the Godhead with their arts aſſuage, 
And ſlem the torrent of 8 rage: 


1802 


While 


(8) 

While ſome with Venus in kind words condole, 
And pour the balm of comfort on her ſoul; 
Mean-while Love tries to raiſe his amorous fire, 
And melt the warrior into ſoft deſire: So 
Wrath by degrees ſubſides, and Sorrow dries 
Her watery gems on Beauty's radiant eyes. 
Now Love his father with ſuch heat oppreſt, 
That Hate receded from his vanquiſh'd breaſt : 
And now requires each God that ſome one go, 
To reconcile to each the offended foe; 
When Maia's fon,' on whoſe mellifluous tongue 
Divineſt knowledge and perſuaſion hung, 
| Aroſe, and, ſmiling on the jealous Pair, 
His gracious mind thus ventur'd to declate : 

„ Celeftial Powers! ob! wherefore thus the joy 
© Of ſouls immortal with ſuch ſtrife deſſroy; 
„In vain would" Jealouſy diſſolve that chain 
% Of love for vou, which hav'nly Fates ordain; 
6 By you their rounds the eterfial Planets keep, 
„% Earth ſmiles by you, and order rules the Deep; 
<« If ye contend, no more their courſes gg 
«© The Stars, and languiſbes the Earth below. 
& Without thy Mars, if, Venus, ſhould'ſt thou burn, 
& To ſoft and womanly muſt Nature turn; 
& And without Venus if thou, Mars, ſhould'ſt reign, 
„ Thy fiery eye would-ſcorch*up every plain. 
& For this decreed the Lord of powers divine, 
& That both in union ſhonld for ever ſhine: 
4. With wiſe intent he link'd your ſouls in love, 
That each a barrier unto each might prove, 
& Oh! ceaſe from anger and from ſtrife, and know 
& That firſt of joys which mutual loves beſtow; 
& Than this each day, fair Venus, that you live 
Fiad'ſt thou that Heayv*n no greater bliſs can give: 5 
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« Ye blame yourſelves, if ye each other blame, 
&« For both were faulty, ad your fault the ſame ; , _ 

&« If fault it be for amorous ſouls, like you, ar 

% To woo ſuch beauty as ye. both did w. * 

“Since one alone I love, and there alone e 

« My heart I've fixt, where Love had fix: his Keane?! 

© Tho' on ſome others I may ſometimes gaze, 

«© Yet ne'er with theſe my ſoul enamour 'd. days: 10 BG f 

6 If her I prize, whom I had priz d before,... 4 

% Nor leſs that Goddeſs, thank dd, e | 

Hard ſhould I deem it, if, without diſgrace, 25 

] might not look upon a beauteous face.“ | at; 
Here ſmil'd the Lovers, and a murmuring ſound 

Was heard of plaudits from the hoſts around; & 

While Love decreed no longer with his joy 

Should mingle Jealouſy her baſe alloy; 4 

But with this law, if Man or God denied 8 

His right to rule him, or his power defied, | 

Ne'er ſhould, in vengeance, from that rebel's heart 

The ſtings of look 1es and grief depart. | 

But Venus now, who in her breaſt begun 


To feel Tove's ardors, upon Maia's fon 
Her ſweet eye turning, on whoſe lid did ſtand 
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A tear, which wiping with her lily hand, N 
She thus addreſl him: * Well could 1 relaws - hi 
„% My wonted calm, and dying fires relume, |, 2 
« If Mars, forgetful of his ſickly dreams 

6 Would fp are the youth, whom he a rival deems, 1 
« Well do 1 know what florms Surmiſe can, roll. 3 
0 Of rage and madneſs o'er the Warrior's ſoul z, 7 att 
*« And oft I've ſeen what griefs doth he abide, Iv : th A 


e Who ſprung unfortunate from Myrrha's fide : $f 
But yet ſhould Mars his wrath no longer keep... | 
66 My ancient wrongs ſhall in oel fleep;, {ARE 
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& Tho' Prudence bids me fly the treacherous ſhore, | ] 
& And traff the ocean, when it fmiles, no more“. | Lo 
And now was Mars preparing to reply, ' -Þ Gi 

When roſe majeſtic from his . Nah 5 | Up 
The King of Heav*n and Earth, and, with a nod W. 
That ſhook the Univerſe, the warrior God | 11 
To ũlence aw'd; and thus decreed he fate -— _ Ro 
© No more torment yourfelves with jealous hate; Th 
; „% No more let Anna and Antonio ſhare © 056 All 
0 % Your thoughts divided, but your mutual care. W 
* Now, Love, exulting in thy taſk depart, | On 
BY « And pierce fair Anna's and Antonio's heart; 
«© And, Hymen, thou, with roſes crown'd fulfil ho 
© The fate of Jove's irrevocable will: | Hi 
No more let each be each, but cloſely bind Th 
& Heart unto heart, and rivet mind to mind: An 
& One thought in both, in both one paſſion ſtir, | Ne 
4 That She may live in kim, and He in her, / 2, Do 
& *And you, ye jealous Powers, if ſhould ye dare A 
& Toaim-your vengeance at this bleſſed Pair, Th 
& Know, this the purpoſe of your wrath ſhall foil, W 
& Still on the giver muſt the blow recotl : 2 Ca 
And now will that Italy ſhould behold Clc 
& The ſecret counſels, which the Fates unfold, He 
1 % And learn what noble line returns once more . 
j | & To build her hopes upon Sebeto's ſhore.” 8 An 
4 He ſaid; and Silence brought a ſolemn pauſe, I 
| Till each his tranſport witneſs'd with applauſe ; Me 
1 Then ſwore the Warrior, and the Queen of love Sel 
'L Their firm allegiance to the will of Jove: De 
. And now, well-pleas'd, each God return'd again 1 
| To ſeek his manſion *midft the ſtarry train; E'e 
Alone with Love did Hymenzus ſtay, Bu 
; Aſſociate in his taſk, companion on his way. 20 IW 

: ot 


IAnd on each foot a double buſkin wears, 
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E 
Not far from where the ſea, with ceafeleſs ſhock, 
Loud-bellowing dafhes upon Malea's rock, * 
Gigantic Tenarus his load on high 
Uplifts, and ſeems to prop th' incumbent fky: 
While, far beneath, the biſſowy clouds diſplay 
Their ſable backs, and melt in fforms away; 
Rocks fence the monarch round, and far from land 
The Pilot paſſing, ſhews him with his hand. 
All bleak and barren is the mountain's brow, 
While woods, thick woods, involve the baſe below. 
On one ſide, ſhagg'd with oaks, a cavern yawns, 
Which leads to realms, where day-light never dawns= 
There, Fame reports, Alcides durſt explore ; 
His path, and thence his greateſt trophy bore; 
There bound he Cerberus with reſiſtleſs might, 
And dragy'd the hideous monfler into light, 
Near where it's jaws expands this cavern wide, 
Down a deep vale, to human ſtep deni'd, : 
A wood deſcends of ſuch a diſmal ſhade, 
That, day there entering, ſcarce a twilight's made; 
Whilſt every eye, unus'd ſuch gloom 10 bear, 
Can nought diſtinguiſh, when it firſt comes there; 
Clos'd in the horrors of this dead retreat, 58 
Here ſleep has fix d his ſolitary ſeat. | 
A crown of poppies on his head he bears, 
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And wings upon his back, of duſkier brown, 
More ſoft than eider, or the thiſtle's down: 
Seldom he wakes, a rod yet holds his hand 
Deep-drench'd in night's oblivious vapours bland: 
The Gales around him fleep; nor bird of day 
E'er breaks his flumbers with mellifluous lay; 
But there alone ſlow-ſailing Owls are found 
With Bats to harbour in the ſpungy ground. ag 
| There 
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There amidſt branching elms, and poplars tall, Tt 
nd oaks whoſe umbrage might the ſoul appal, „IA. 
And chilly mandrakes, Dreams unnumber'd range, | W 
And Shapes fantaſtic that for ever change; Th 
And there too might your eyes the forms admire | Ar 
Of Centaurs, Sphinxes, and Chimzras dire; » A 
With all thoſe ſpeftres, which, when Darkneſs reigns, "0 
Imagination ſees, or Fancy feigns. | Ar 
Thither his flight dire&s with eager joy, Ar 
The nuptial God, and Love's inſpiring Boy; | He 
Arriv'd, they call as with the thunder's clap, Nc 
To. wake the Sleeper on Paſithea's lap: 6 Ar 
Their noiſe he heard, and itretch'd his eye- lids wide | Th 
As e'er he could, and rais'd his head, and tried, To 
To ſpeak; but, as he tried, his eyes again _ 8 | 
Were clos'd; and both expected words in vain. * | 

Now Love, unus'd with patience ought to bear, a 
No more endures to waſte his labours there; 5 5 
But fearing Jove, and reſtleſs to complete ” : 
What Jove had order'd and his wiſh did meet, ns 
No more he waits to hear what Sleep ſhould ſay ; 2 
But onward goes, while none conteſts his way: EE, 
A Dream then takes he from amidſt the throng, W. 
And with him ſwift to Iſter flies along. | Ko 
Now for his taſk himſelf the Viſion ſhapes, | Bu 
And puis on Anna, and her geſtures apes; Eli 
So well he mimics her, that Love admires, So 
And thinks it her, and tries his amorous fires: mn 
0 


From head to foot, like Anna did it ſeem, 
And as ſhe look d and mov'd, ſolook'd and mov'd the Dream: | He 


The diff rence twixt the two this only made, Stil 
That one was real, and the other ſhade. Arn 
And now did Night return, her raven locks Lo 


To hide by day amidſt Cimmerian rocks; | 
; The 
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The ſevering clouds before Aurora flew, 
And Earth was gliſtering with her luſtrous dew; 
Whilſt in the Weſt, where mingled day and night, 
The ſky diſcover'd but a dubious light; | 
And till, though Nox her curtain had withdrawn, 
A few pale ſtars were twinkling o'er the dawn, 
*T was at this hour, when Hymen and the Dream 
And Love (while ſlept he) to Antonio came: 
Amaz'd the viſion views he, and that ſhade 
He deems a goddeſs, not a mortal maid. 
Now all his ſoul with heat unwonted glows, 
And feels true ardors from fictitious news; 
Then Love, who ſaw the flame within his breaſt, 


i 


Jo aid the fire, theſe words to him addreſt :ﬀ— 


If chance, enraptur'd, thou deſir'ſt to know 
„Where dwells ſuch beauty in this world below; 
& *Tis on Sebeto's banks; the lovely Dame 
Naples ſtill holds; and Anna is her name: 

% Ariſe, and go, and ſeek at leaſt the place 

„ Where Chance may give thee to behold her face; 
© To great attempts let Courage lead the way, 
„For Fortune never flies, where Valour dares to ſlay.” 
While Cupid thus the maiden's name reveals, bs 
Round the Youth's heart his filken fetter ſteals; 

But ſcarce his words were clos'd, when paſs'd the Fair, 
Himſelf, and Hymen, into empty air: | 
So when the curtain o'er the ſtage deſcends, 

The picture fades away, and all the proſpett ends; 

So Venus to her ſon, where Carthage rear'd 

Her tow'rs, juſt ſhew'd her charms, and diſappear'd. 
Still while his thoughts th' imprinted image keep, 
Amaz'd Antonio riſes from his ſleep; 

Long time he muſes on that fairy ſcene, 

Then walks, and queſtions what the dream could mean: 
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At length, the fire ſtill kindling in his heart, 
His limbs he clothes, and haſtens to depart: 
To Naples, favour'd by the light of day, L 
His ſteps he bends, while Love directs his way. 
Now near and nearer to his hopes he flies, 
And now approaching thoſe ne eyes, 
He finds the maid more beauteous to his ſight 
Than ought admir'd in viſions of the night: _ 
O Love, how joyful muſt thou wing thy way, 
To gain the glory of ſo dear a prey; 
If all thy flames as ſweet and pure might prove 

As this thou gav'it, twere SG not to love, 
Now round | Pair the nuptial Hymen twines 
His-roſy girdle, and their bearts conjoins; 
And, whilſt ſhe hangs upon Antonio's fide, 
E'en Venus' ſelf atiends the lovely bride. 
I ſee the Craces and each Muſe = 
And round the virgins lead the feſtive dance; 
I fee the pomps, and hear from every tongue 
The praiſe of Anna and Antonio ſung. 
Live, happy pair, and with ennobling. joys. 
Deceive each winged moment, as it flies; 4 
Ne'er may your hearts corroding Care confume, 
Or fill your minds with melancholy gloom : 
In goodneſs may ye long, and bliſs encreaſe, 
And barter love for love, and peace for peace, 
And when Heav'n calls you hence, for you may Fame 
On earth eſtabliſh an undying name. 
May manners gentle in Antonio bear 
With love of Science, and of Arms a ſhare; 
And may'ſt thou, fruitful in a geperous race, 
Thuy country, Anna, with thine offspring grace; 
Then, as Antonio, thou reſembleſt thine, 
So may their father in thy children ſhine; FEM 
| n 
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? 
And may the fame their noble deeds acquire 


Once more with Virtue's thirſt Italia fire. 

Oh! may this Pine in clouds its ſummit hide, 
And ſtretch o'er every realm its branches wide; 
Ne'er may the Eaft, or raving North aſſail 

Its top, or Winter's ſtorm, or Summer's hail; 
But ſtill its fruit in ſeaſon may it lend, 

And ſtill o'er all its verdant arms extend; 
Whilſt ever joyous, nor of ills afraid, 


Its tuneful ſwans ſhall ſing beneath its ſhade, 


LA STRADA DELLA GLORIA; 
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The PATH of GLORY: 


A DRE AM. 


Now had light's gloomy enemy o'er all, 
With Fear and Silence, {tretch'd her ſhadowy pall; 
On Nature's face, her hues had died away, | 
And plough-men reſted from the toils of day : 
While airy Dreams, which hover'd late on high, 
Borne on ſoft wings, deſcended from the ſky ; 
Sought ev'ry couch where weary mortals reſt, 
And rous'd bright Fancy —ſleeping in the breaſt, 
I, only I, awake to grief and care, 

May not great Nature's common bounty ſhare; 
Still do I watch, pale Sorrow's victim ſtill, 
Like the fick wretch, who knows not what to will, 
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At length Sleep came, his opiates to infuſe, "I 
And ſteep'd theſe eye-balls in Lethean dews; / 
Quickly fe cool'd my fiery throbbing brain, \ 
And, ſlealing downward, lull'd each ſenſe of pain; 4 
Chain'd the ſtrong pow'r which gives to think and know, | \ 
And bade this ſoul it's energies forego. 83 
When thus, in me, had Grief his prey reũgn'd, 7 
Uproſe this ſcene, in viſion, to my mind :— 7 
Methought I ſtood within a ſpacious ground, C 
Wich trees, in largeſt circle, compaſs'd round ; F 
Whoſe cloſe- wove ſhades forbade the ſultry heat A 
To ſcorch the herbage in this cool retreat: | 
There did I ſee a winding rivulet ſtray, P 
Which call'd up pinks and violets in it's way. F. 
The banks, around which caſt afar their light, A 
Refulgent ſhone, with orient ſapphire bright : F 2 
| So clear too was this brook, if e'er by chance A 
| On it, through opening leaves, the Sun might glance, Sc 
Pure and ſerene, as in they firſt did go, B 
| His beams return'd, unſulli'd, from below. H 
| On one ſide of this plain, a hill it's head H 
| Did raiſe, all cleft and ragged at it's bed; vy 
| But, far above, where flow'rs and verdure grew, A 
i *T'was ſweet to ſcent, and lovely to the view. O 
High on the top, a gorgeous fane appear'd, B. 
| On columns ſtrong, of bright pyropus rear'd ; * 
ö If the fix'd eye eber dared on this to gaze, Al 
| Soon 1t return'd, defeated with the blaze. Ar 
There too in numbers I beheld the race Al 
4 Whoſe virtues rais'd them to that heav'nly place; Al 
| Whoſe ſouls magnanimous did Glory goad, V: 
| And nobly urg'd them up the ſteepy road. W 
| Here one, whom difficulties nought diſmay'd, - 
| r 


Kindling within, the hard aſcent eſſayx d; 


And 
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And well he thriv'd, till to ſome point he came, | 

Whence down again he dropp'd, with infamy and ſhame : f 

Another here did to that fame aſpire, 5 il 

With ſtrength all equal to his great defire;. _ 

While clam'rous crouds oft tri'd 1 arreſt bis flight, 1 

And gnaw'd their lips with envy and deſpite, | i 

And I too, whilſt I view that glorious ſlate 8 : 

Of ſouls ſo good, ſo fortunate and great, 

Burn with new thirſi t aſcend with theſe thus high, 

And dare all dangers and all toils defy. - 

As the young lion, who beholds his ſire 

Pour on ſome tiger his avenging ire, 

Feels in his breaſt that Sire's own courage glow, 

And longs t' have foughten with his father's foe; 

Then roaring ſtalks, to meet him on his way, 

And licks his jaws all bloody from his prey ; — 

So I, with feet unequal to the taſk, 

Burn to ſurmount that hill; nor ſtay to aſk 

How many, ſtronger than myſelf, in vain 

Have tri'd, and tumbled lifeleſs on the plain, 

That youthful ardour, which inflames my breaſt, ! 


Allows my ſoul no longer now to reſt, 

Or ſeek which path 's the wiſeſt and the beſt. 

But who ſhall count the wrongs with which that crew, 
Who croud the baſis of this hill, purſue 

All who attempt to ſcale the arduous ſite, 

And block their paſſage to that hop'd-for height? 
Ah, envious tribe } whoſe wiſdom only knows 

All that is great and god- like to oppoſe! 

Vain do ye ſeek that tranquil bliſs to gain, 

Which Heav'n has promis'd a reward for pain, 

If all your purpoſes, and all your care, 


Are but to hinder thoſe who nobly dare. 
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My ſteps I bend the rugged cliffs along ; Or 

| But, oh! what envious troops around me throng, W 
And cloſe me ſo on ev'ry ſide, that I, | Ar 
Wedg'd in the croud, believe that I ſhall die: Ar 

Here ſome, with hopes to mortify my pride, | Nc 

Mock my ambition, and th' attempt deride; | W 

Whilſt, as they pull me back with might amain, Th 

Some try to hurl me headlong to the plain: Fe; 

Others mine ears appal with ſavage howl; Hi 

Or arch their eye- brows in tremendous ſcowl; A 

Whilſt others on my face breathe out a ſmell W 

As ſtrong and noiſome as the ſtench of Hell. M. 

Theſe in my limbs infix their talons deep, Ne 

Or gnaw' my fleſh, and {till their hold they keep, Fo 
Till all their faces, late of livid blue, | 
And all their hands are ſtain'd one ſanguine hue, Ki 

; Another here, whoſe pow'r can do no more, | Di 
l Seizes my foot; and if, to all before, Co 
| New plagues he cannot add, he'll {till contend Th 
At leaſt the border of my robe to rend. If, 
1 I'midſt the malice of ſuch num'rous foes, | In 
| So firmly fix'd his paſſage to oppoſe W 
| Whoſe blameleſs life had never injur'd one; If 
i What could I do, abandon'd and alone? 66 ] 
Now from my brows flow'd down the copious ſweat, Sul 
it My boſom heav'd, and thick my heart did beat, An 
i My tatter'd robes hung looſely from my fide, Th 
i While ſcarce my bones the clotted gore did hide, Fo 
it Now had my ardour cool'd for want of pow'r, Bui 
And I was yielding; when, in happieſt hour, Re 
4 Lo, to aſſiſt me on the road to Fame, | An 
To me my venerable Maſter came. To 

Him by his cheek, with ſtudies pale, I Know; Of 
By the fair honours of his ample brow, | ! An 

Ard all that digniſi'd him here below. 
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On me he turn'd his well-known eye ſevere, 
Which ſtill could awe me with accuſtom'd fear; 
And ever did, in life, my tongue controul, 
And ſway'd the movements in my ſecret ſoul. 
Now from the midſt of that accurſed crew 
With envy fraught, a little he withdrew ; 
Then, to me ſinking, flretching out his hand, 
Fear not, my ſon! he cries; ariſe, and ſtand. 
His voice and aſpett, to th' extremeſt points, 
A chilneſs darted through my trembling joints ; 
Which ſoon he did perceive, and thus, to cheer 
My drooping heart, pronounc'd theſe accents dear; 
No more thy cheeks let filvery Terror pale, 
For till, to aid thee, ſhall this arm prevail. 

Now, on my face the burning bluſh of ſhame 
Kindled; and, ſoon pervading all my frame, 
Diſſolv'd thofe fluids, which ſo late had fears 
Congeal'd, and pour'd them in a flood of tears: 
Then ſaid I: Sire, to kindneſs ever prone, 

If, ſince thou left'ſt me in this world alone, 

In thee I've loſt a guardian and a friend, 

Whoſe {kill might guide me, and whoſe ſtrength defend; 
If be of wiſdom all my little ſhare | 
Fruit of your hand, and offspring of your care,” — 
Suffer, at leaſt, theſe tears awhile to flow, 

And prove my deep ſincerity of woe, 

Then he:—No fault, my ſon, with thee I find 

For grateful feelings of a gen'rous mind; 

But yet thoſe tears, ſo tenderly profuſe, 

Reſerve, I pray thee, for ſome worthier uſe: 

And oh, lov'd youth! if e'er thou didſt deſire 

To Rand with me amidſt yon heav*nly choir, 

Of light celeſtial now this raiment a fog 


And wear it nobly for thy maſter's ſake, 
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Know that the Temple, which on high you view, 
Is Glory's; wiſh'd by all, and won by few: 

If on that mount thou would'ft repoſe, 'tis toil 
And blood muſt purchaſe thee ſo ſweet a ſoil. 

Now up the ſteep with ſpeed purſue thy way; 

But to thine heart this uſeful leffon lay, — 

That Courage, leagu'd with Wiſdom, guards around 
The ſacred precintts of that bliſsful ground : 

And know thou this, that none ere enter'd there, 
'Save thoſe who fenſe and virtue made their care; 
And by their val'rous acts ſuperior role 

Above the envy of a world of foes. 

There is that Grecian Bard, whoſe flrain ſublime 
Shall hand in glory to all future time 

The names of heroes, who proud Ilion gave 

To blaze, reflected, on the Egean wave; 

And there is Virgil, He, whoſe ſong did telt 

What great /Eneas and his troops befel, 

And firſt did give to huſbandmen to know 

The times of harveſt and the times to ſow: 

There 1s the matchlefs orator of Rome, 

And he who thunder'd through the Grecian dome; 
And there, from you disjoin'd by many an age, 
All who ennobled Rome's or Grecia's page; 

And there, who early in his youth began 

His march of glory, and victorious ran » 
Through Greece, and then, lamenting his ſad doom, 
Did weep in envy o'er Achilles' tomb: 

There is that Queen, amidſt a warrior race, 

Who ſever'd from its trunk the Perſian's face, 

And deeply drench'd it in the ſanguine bowl, 

And bade him ſatiate his blood-thirfly ſoul: 
There too 's the Theban, whoſe obſtrufting ſhield, 
Could check fierce Sparta's rage on Leufira's field; 
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And there the Youth, who Rome from it's alarms 


Releas'd, and carrying his victorious arms 

Through Spain and Afric, with deciſive blow 
Subdu'd e'en Annibal, Rome's cradled foe: 
Whoſe name, with Canne's, {till Italia fears; 


And his wide flaughters trembles when ſhe hears, 


There, laſt to Jove the kingly ſpoils who bore, 
With Ceſar, Fabius, and ten thouſand more, 
Whoſe names related would too much prolong, 
Or ſwell, to magnuude immenſe, the ſong. 

If in thy breaſt thou feel'ſt, like theſe, a flame, 
And burn'ſt to win thee an immortal fame, 
Hear and receive the leſſons of a friend, 

And prattiſe well the counſel that I lend. 


Beware, leſt flying from the boiſterous tide, 
You daſh your bark againſt the rock's rough fide; 
If proſperous winds ſhould ſummon forth your ſail, 


Unfurl not all your canvas to the gale : 
Let Fear and Spirit in your heart combine, 


Thus ſhall you Rand where Prudence marks the line; 


And, that you may not wiſh one deed undone, 
Think with thyſelf before each deed's begun: 
The ſeeds I ſow'd of honeſty and truth 

Within thy boſom in thine early youth, 

Thoſe ſeeds improve, and Time ſhall render plain 
What fruits from thence ſhall turn to thee again. 
Be not ambitious in thy ſpeech to ſhew 

All that you've read, or all that you may know; 
Modeſt reſerve in ſpeaking oft prevails, 

Where learned babbling and much wiſdom fails: 
Ne'er, in appearance, fools themſelves deſpiſe, 
And filent hear the reaſoning of the wiſe; 

Be not much griev'd the worthleſs ſhould you ſee 
Bear off that palm which Juſtice ow'd to thee: 


Learn 


4 
| 
: 
| 


. p I rn ns PIR oe Ren er 


Stand out to view, in Nature's verdant pride: 
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Learn where your ſtrength is, your own failings ſcan, | 
And know thyſelf immortal, yet a Man: 

To every work let prudent thought be giv'n, 

And leave the reſt to fortune and to Heaven, 

He ſaid; and, as my tongue to anſwer tries, 

I wake, and open my aſtoniſh'd eyes; 

My couch I quit, and find the lamp of day 

Almoſt appearing on the Eaſtern way; 

The Morn had left her aged lover's bed, 

And dy'd the Ocean with one crimſon red, 
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Now Spring in ſmiles, her veil undrawn, 

Diſplays her roſy cheek ſo fair, 

And decks with wreaths her flowing hair; 

The Zephyrs ſweep the flowery lawn, 

Or ſteal along the branches bars; 

Theſe too their buds return to inveſt ; 

While every mead with herbs is dreſt, 

And Peace, ſweet Peace alone, returns not to my breaſt, 


Bright Phœbus from the mountain's brow 
Sends down 1n liquid floods the ſnow, 
And bids once more its ſhaggy fide 


And 
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id now the riv'let, murmuring as it goes, 
Content within its margin flows; 


And, while its ſtream no froſts reſtrain, 


Adorns the banks with flowers—invigorates the plain, 


The waving oaks, upon the hanging tops 
Of Alpine cliffs, their fleet in drops 

Shake from their venerable hair 

While, yet uninjur'd by the cruel ſhare, 
A thouſand flowrets, quivering te the gale, 
Wich rival beauties croud the lowly vale, 


Once to revifit more 

Her ancient, well-belov'd abode, 

The ſwallow quits fair Egypt's ſhore, 

And cuts her trackleſs, annual road; 

Far acroſs the mid- land Sea 

She wings her heav'n-appointed way ; 

And, whilſt her rapid flight ſhe bends, 

Marks not the net which Man ſ:ſpends, 

But onward cleaves the yielding air, 

And eager flies along, to meet the fowler's ſnare, 


With eye ſerene the rural laſs, 

In love, now courts her watery glaſs, 
And, bending o'er the lake below, 
Teaches her beameons treſs to flow; 
And now each Shepherd drives again 
His flocks 10 graze the verdurous plain; 
The flrand no more the Fiſhers keep, 
But venture far into the Deepz 
And now the Traveller, intent to roam 


Through foreign climes, forſakes his native home, 
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Eben that unhappy; Pilot, who, but late 


Return'd in ſhipwreck from the faichleſs wave, 
| There deſtin'd but himſelf to fave, | 
Aud. He ſcaice creeping from the jaws of Fate, 


The tranquil ſea beholding from the ſhore 
D-res the deceitful element once more, 

Forgets the horrors that. are paſt, 

And 1] athirſt for gold, adventures. to the laſt, 


Meanwhile thou, poly cruel, Fair! 
 Refus'ſt this piteous heart thine aid, 


Nor cureſt the wound which thou haſt made, 


As if the pain you gave deſerved not your care: 
But know thou this, if once I free 


My foul from wretchedne ſs and thee, 
Ne'er ſhall theſe feet return again, 
To feel the torments of thy galling chain, 


With wreath of verdant laurel crawn 'd, 

Oft have I made the golden ſirings reſound |, 
With Laura's ſweet, beloved name 
But ſhouldſt, thou. now thy ſlighis prolongs, 
T'll raiſe in hate the avenging long, 

And loud to all Love's injuries proclaim. _ 


Ab! no, forgive theſe angry ſlrains, 
And think that when thy Bard complains, 
*Tis but a ſign, dear Maid, to. prove 
How true, how tender is his love: 

Pardon me, Laura, if it be thy will; 

If it be not, deſpiſe me ſtill ;, 

But whether ſcorn or. prize you. me, 


Yet am I, Laura, ever * of chee. 
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Her own meridian fervors beat. 
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N OW Spring her riches yields no more; 
Exhauſled is her flowery flore3 | | 
Summer again, exulting, dreſſes 

With ſpikes of corn her golden treſſes; | 
With cheek that glows. and eye that purely burns, 
Laughing. to us the Goddefs turns: 

Beneath her ſcorching rays the ſand 

Bubbles and boils along the firand ; 

Not on Cyrene's plains with fiercer heat 


* 
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Aurora now no longer flrews 

O'er all her fields her gems of Inftrons dews; 
No longer now ſofi- ſtealing ſhowers _ 

Revive the plants, or raiſe the drooping flowers; 
No more the fountains and the floods ſupply 
Kind moiſture to the earth — in vain | 
The thirſly foil expects the tardy rain, 

And gapes beneath a cloudleſs Iky, 


The beech, with duſt diſcolour'd o'er, 

His leafy honours boaſts no more, 

No more diſplays the verdant veſt | 

With which had May his branches dreft; 

Nor yet (ungrateful!) o'er his native ground 

Stretebes he now his ſhade around, 

Nor from the Sun's exhaling beam 9, 

Protetts his greater friend —the ſap-renewing flream. 
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The wearied Mower, from whoſe-brow 
Faſl doth the perſpiration flow, 
And bathes his open cheſt, now fleeps 
Extended careleſs on the golden heaps, 
Which late his pow'rful arm had made 
To fink beneath the ſickle's waſting blade: 
With gentle heart and ready hand, 
See at his fide, the village maiden fland; 
Wich her own hat ſhe drives the teaſing flies, 
Or wipes the big drops from his ſleeping eyes. 


There weak and Janguid on the ſun-burnt plain. 
The faithful Dog ton with his maſter lies; 

No longer now to bark he tries, | 
No more endures his parched throat to ſtrain; 
But drawing in the air with. greedier lung, 
Quickly remits ii to his lolling tongue. 


The Bull, whom nymphs and ſh:pherds lov'd to fee 
Wetting his horns againſt the ſturdy tree, | 
And oft admir'd the fiery glow , 

That urg'd him on to meet the hoſtite blow, 

Now lies upon the margin of the flocd, 

And with his lowings 15 the neighbouring wood; 
While ever and anon he cafts his eye, 

Where ſome fair heifer lows reſponſive by. 


The birds, whom raging beams deter, 

Liftlefs, their wings no longer ſtir; 

To chirping graſshoppers the ſhady grove 

Sweet nightingales reſign, and cloſe the ſong of love: 

The aged ſnakes, in youthful colours gay, 

Round the bare trunks their wavy ringlets twine; 

And, bent in gold moſt gloriouſly to ſhine, 

Their gorgeous beauties to che Sun diſplay, | 
1 E'en 
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E'en the mute tenants of the watery way 

At lengih now feel th' intolerable day; 

See, al their gills they own the powerful harm, 
And find their colder element grow warm; 
No more they quit their moſſy caves, 

To wallow up and down the 4 waves; 
Midſt ſhelves and rocks they hide their heads, 
Or ſeek a ſhelter in their weedy beds. 


Yet Summer's ſelf is cool to me, 

If, Phillis, I may gaze on thee ; 

W hene'er thy tender glance I meet, 

No more I feel th* oppreſſive heat: 

Lead me where Lybian deſerts glow, 

Lead me to realms of polar ſnow, 

Yet ſlill with thee no evil could J fear, 
Still am I bleſs'd if, Phillis, thou art near, 


Yon mount, my fair, though ſcorch'd upon the brow 
By ſultry Suns, with ſpreading hands 

And broad oppoſing ſhoulders flands 

To guard from burning rays the vale below: 

There from the ſummit of the hill 

Trickling deſcends the limpid rill, $ 
Whoſe waters diverſe, as their courſe they take, 

At length united fall into a lake, 

And this, though ſmall, with brighter green 

Arrays the meads, and beaunhies the ſcene, 


There ſhines the Sun with dubious light, 

As doth the Moon's pale lamp by night; 
Nor there upon the plains to feed, 

Their moaning flocks do ſhepherds lead; 
And if the Sun e'er enters there, 


Within the rivulet the gazer fees 


| 3. , 1 
The ſhadows of the reflleſs trees 


Dancing to th' inconſtant air. : 


Thither, ſweet love, together let us ſtray, 1 
| And there with ſongs begwle the day 7 7 
| Through fear of ills in Fortune's pow'r, | 
| Let us not IgSoſe the preſent hour; IN. 
For ſure he doubles all his woes, | } 
| Wuh eye too curious who goes | : 
| Fate to prevent, and learn what evils lie 41, 32 F Th 
| Wrapp'd in the clouds of dark Futurity, & 3 
| Let not the God of love deny | A 4 '7 
| To us his ſweets of ſocial joy; ; 
ö Then on this head her choiceſt Rore 
| Of ills, let adverſe Fortune pour; 10. 
Vet how {ſhould Fortune's utmo rage 
Afflict the ſoul, which aſks not wealth, Qu 
Nor fears the ſeaſon of decaying heakh, ra * 
þ Or all the miſeries of decrepid age. L : e 
Then when this hack enfeebling Agt ſhall bow, a 
And firew theſe remples with his frlvery fnow, © 4 
Still will I strike the ill- according firmg, f 
And hoarſely ſtill my amorous deſcam ling; 
| Then to that eye, which charm'd ſo oft before, If 
1 I'll ſometimes tuen, when ſparkles it no more; 1 
| W'th clay-cold lips will kiſs thy wither'd hand, Wy 
| Wither'd, thongh now the faireſt in the land, FF - 
| Ye righteous Gods above, for ever bleſt ! £ 
| From your pure mankons of eternal reſt No 
| Hear me, and grant in pity my defire; | ] 
Preſerve me hill wy miltreſs and the lyre; vw 
f Then ſhould Ag lead me to my thouſandth year, 12 


| Sull n.. my miſtreſs and my lyre be dear, 


-» 
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8 And oh! how greatly I adore 
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A LAS how true that from the breaſt, 
W hich once has felt Love's ſoft defire, 

No Place can drive the pleaſing gueſt, 
No Time ſubdue the amerous fire. 


Though oft it * to die by Pride, 

By Hate, by Anger cover'd oe. 
'Tis but a flame which aſhes hide, 

And, thus conceal'd, it burns the more. 


On theſe to tread ſcarce any fears, 
Yet ſhould one gentle gale come by, 
Quickly revives, what dead appears, 


And far to heav*n the blazes fly. 


If agen e'er gives this eye to meet, 

One moment's ſpace, my beauteous foe, 
I inſtant feel the ſubtle heat 

Renew id vuthin my boſom glow : 


I feel whate'er I've felt before; 
I figh, I tremble, faint, I die; 


The death which comes from Laura's exo, 


Nor only when I view, thy, face, ; 
Laura, for thee my boſom burns; 
Where'er I fly from place to place, 
_ Thy lovelieſt image fill returns. 
Each 
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Each ſpot gives fuel to my flame; 
There, do I ſay, I firſt did love; 


There {ſwore ſhe by her own ſweet name 
That ſhe to me would conſtant prove. 


Theſe fields reſtore her cold diſdain, 
And theſe inform me {he was kind ; 

Theſe give the ſenſe of war and pain, 
And theſe of peace and bliſs remind. 


Nay, e'en the maids with whom I try 
For thee my paſſion to beguile, 
Make me to think, though they ace by, 
That 'tis but thee I woo the while, 


Sometimes I praiſe bright Lucy's grace, , 
And ſometimes Mira's flowing hair, 

Call this or that a beauteous face, 
Yet till but thee my heart owns fair. 


O thou dear ſovereign of that heart, 

Through whom io me was Love firſt known, 
Till I with life iiſelf muſt part, 

I ne'er will love but thee alone, 


How hard ſo- e er my lot may be, 

I ne'er will of that lot complain, 
For ſure tis good to ſigh for — | 
E'en though perhaps I figh in vain, 
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Tu AN K 8 to thine own perfidious wiles, 
At length I breathe in peace again, 
At length, in pity to my pain, 9 
Relenting Heav'n looks down on me, and ſmile:: 
Now roves my ſoul in freedom ſure ; 
I know its liberty ſecure; 
I dreamt of love and faith before— 
Twas all a dream, but now dream no more. 


Cool'd is the fire I once did feel ; 
So calm, ſo tranquil is my mind, 
Reſentment there no place can find, 
To tell the paſſion Love would fain conceal : 
No more, of thee when any ſpeak, 
The colour changes on my cheek, 
No more at fight of thee I ſigh, 
Or flutter at my heart when thou art nigh, 


Still do I fleep, and ſtill I dream, 
But now no longer to my eyes 
In every dream doſt thou ariſe ; 
I wake to thought, and thou art not the theme : 
Though far from thee my courſe I ſteer, 
No wiſh I feel to have thee rear; 
Though with thee, yet canſt thou beſtow 
Nor good, nor ill, nor happineſs nor woe. 
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No more love's ſoft emotions riſe, 
Whilſt I thine every charm run o'er; 
I think upon the wrongs I bore, 
LA] Yet new-born Anger in my boſom dies: 
* F | Though 
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Though thou approach, no tremors tell 
Within this heart what tumults dwell : 


; Let others now their flame declare, 
It hurts not me if others think thee fair. 


View me with looks of proud diſdain; 
Uſe ſweeter tones than ever hung 
On fond impaſſion'd Lover's tongue; 
Vain is thy ſcorn, and all thy favour vain: 
Thoſe coral lips to me have loſt 
That eloquence they once could boaſt; 
Within this breaſt thoſe eyes now ſee 
No priſon'd thought which ſtruggles to be free. 


To thee, that joy or grief 1 is mine, 
No more I owe'; that I am glad 
Is not thy gift; that I am ſad; 
Is now no fault, no injury of thine: | 0 
The hills and woods to me are gay, | 
Though, Laura, thou art far away ; 
All that's unſightly to the view 7 
Can now delight no more, though ſeen with you. | I 


Now hear the truth: I think thee fair ; 
Beauteous to me thou flill doſt ſeem, 
But not as I was wont to dream, 
With thine: on earth no beauty might compare: TEE > 
Let not my words thine ear t 0 
The form I thought not Heaven could mend 
Has ſome defect; and in thy face 
That now is blemiſh, which was once a grace, 7 V 


My ſhame I own: as from my fide, $1 
| | I pluck'd the dee ingrafted dart, 
| I fear'd 1 it would have broke my heart; 
| | Such pain I felt, Ldeem'd I ſhould have died: 35 Ne 
|| 11 | > th But 
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But to throw off oppreſſion's load, + 
And blunt the numerous ſlings that goad 


A Lover's ſoul, and back recall 
Loſt Liberty, who would not ſuffer all ? 


- The bird, that treads the viſcous ſpray 


Zut 


Laid with the fowler's niceſt care, 
May leave ſome feathers in the ſnare, 


But ftill at large ſhe wings her eaſy way: 


Her rifled pinion ſoon reſumes 
The glories of its gaudy plumes; 
And ſhe, by ſad experience taught, 


With arts of fowlers can no more be caught. 


I know thou think'ſt me pris'oner lil, 
I know thou think'ſt e'en now my breaſt 
With all its former fire polleſs'd, 

So oft I boaſt the freedom of my will; 
Who doth not dangers paſt vg 
And dwell. on Jills that wound no more? 
Tis Nature's inſtinct bids me ſay 

I now am free, and Nature I obey. 


Now, as I view them from a-far, 
I tell the woes I once endur'd; 
E'en ſo, to ſcenes of death inur'd, 
The victor warrior ſhews his glorious ſcar; 
And ſo the Slave, eſcap'd from pain, 
Exulting ſhews the galling chain ; 
Sparkling his eyes thoſe fetters ſee, 
Which once he dragg'd, and prove that he 1s free, 


I ſpeak, though thou art far away ; 
Yet not, as once, I wiſh thee near, 
What-e'er it be I ſpeak, to hear; 


Nor care I if thou credii what I ſay: | 
F2 I ſpeak 
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I ſpeak not now but ill at eaſe, 
Anxious to know if thee I pleaſe ; 
Nor, if on me thou talk'ſt, do 1 
Aſk if thou doſt it with a riſing ſigh. 
A treacherous maid I leave behind, 
And thou doſt loſe a lover true; 
I know not of the hapleſs two 
Which firſt a comfort in his lofs ſhall find: 
But this I know, fo much of truth 
Laura ſhall never find in youth; 
Whilſt I might gain in many a place 
A nymvh as faithleſs with as fair a face. 
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ADI E U. 
O H cruel hour that bids us par 


My Laura, and my life adieu 
How ſhall I live ſo far from you, 
Thou firſt and deareſt treaſure of my heart? 
Oh I ſhall live in ceafeleſs pain, 
Nor hope for happineſs again; 
And thou, while cleaves this ſoul to thee, 
Who knows if ever thou will think on me! 


After that peace, no longer mine, | 
Which thou bear'ſt with thee on thy way, 
Suffer at leaſt fond thought to ſtray, 

And, where thou tread'ſt, to follow on the line: 
Where: eber thou goeſt, ſweet maid, muſt I 
In flill-purſuing thought be nigh ; 
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And thou, while cleaves this aud an Ihes, 
Who knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 


1 


My ſteps, on diſtant ſhores to rove, 


I turn, all penfive and alone; 
There will I make my plaintive moan 


And aſk the rocks where dwells the Maid I love: 


Still in the Eaſt while lights his flame 

The Sun, I'II call upon thy name 

From hour to hour; butah! for thee, 
Who knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 


Oft ſhall I tread with footſteps due 
Each pleaſant field and fairy ground, 
| Where late ſuch happineſs I found, 
For, lovelieſt Laura, there I ſtray'd with you: 
A hundred ways this heart to ſting, 


How many thoughts ſhall memory bring; 
But ah! while memory dwells on the, 
ho knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 


There ſhall J ſay, where lifts its wave 
Yon fount, ſhe kindled with diſdain; 

And there, to bid me live again, | 

In ſign of peace her lily hand the gave: 
On hope I fed one moment there, 
The next J languiſh'd in deſpair; 
Thus ſhall I ſay; but ah! for thee, 


| Who knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 
Where now thou goeſt, 4075 5 to dwell, 


How many an ardent, my outh 
Shall preſs around to proffer truth, 
And tales of ſweeteſt, tendereſt love to tell! 


Oh, Gods! who knows amidft ſuch feints, 


Such gentle homage, ſoft complaints, 


Ob, Gods! while cleaves this ſoul to thee, 


Who knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 
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Think on the pleaſing, painful dart 
Thou leav'ſt, my life, within this breaſt ; 
Think, without proſpeR to be bleſt, 

1 lov'd thee, deareſt Virgin from my heart: 
Think on that cruel, hard adieu, 
Which tears me from my bliſs and you; 
But ah! why ſay I think to thee, 

Who knows if ever thou wilt think on me! 


> 


LA PRIMAVERA; 
O R, | | 


S PR IN G. 


: 


O H heavens! what verdure clothes the various ſoils! 


How every wood reſumes its leafy ſpoils! 
The Breeze I hate (Spring's harbinger) again 
Returns to wanton on the flowery plain, 
Its ſofteſt voice on me like thunder falls, 

For thee, Phileno, to the field it calls: 


And thou, Irene, when thy Love is gone, ( 


How ſhalt thou dwell forſaken and alone; 


Where ſhalt thou find, unequal'd wretch, the power 


To bear with patience each diſtresful hour ? 
Ye gales, in pity to a Lover's woe, | 
Do not ſo warmly and ſo gently blow; 
Grant me, ye plants, oh grant this little boon, 
Unfold not thus your 4 1 buds ſo ſoon! 
How many pangs doth every wind that blows 
Give to this breaſt, and every plant that grows! 
But who, with heart unknowing how to feel, 
An inſtrument of Death from harmleſs ſteel My pe 
„ e . p Ie 


oils! 


- | Tothink what ſorrows I ſhall feel 


ould 
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Could firſt deviſe? what curſed ſoul firſt made 
War but a ſcience, murder but a trade? 
Ne'er bad he felt, who-e'er that wretch could be, 
One ſoft ſenſation—never lov'd like me! 
What rage and madneſs to prefer the frights 
Of War with miſery to Love's delights! 
Let net vain glory with her ſpecious charms 
Seduce Phileno from a Lover's arms : | 
If War delight thee, Love may claim thine heart, 
For every Lover's is a warrior's part; 
Love muſt, like War, endure both heat and cold, 
And needs, like War, the experienc'd and the bold: 
In all that fight can give the Lover ſhares; 
Love has its ſieges, ambuſcades and ſnares, 
Attacks, defences, flights, purſuits, retreats, 
Peace, anger, truces, triumphs and defeats: 
But oh! how ſoon a Lover's anger goes, 
How ſweet the peace a Lover's boſom knows! 
Nor yet Love's palm to one alone is due; 
It glads the victor and the vanquiſh'd too; 
And e'en its cares—alas, what is 't I hear? 
Oh how that trumpet chills my heart with fear! 
That ſound, Phileno, ſummons thee away— 
And doſt thou fly? ungrateful Lover, ſlay : 
No: I'll not rob thee of thy fame—beſtow 
But one kind look, and then I'll bid thee go. 
Thou all I love, or rather what alone 
I love, preſerve my life within thine own ; 
Go, and my ſpouſe return, if Fate allows, 
But oh! reſtore me a victorious ſpouſe : 
Forget not ſometimes, whereſo-e'er you be, 

fr thee; 
And ſometimes ſay, * who knows if Heay'n doth give 
The fond Irene yet on earth to live!” 15 
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To the ROSE. 


Pu E virgio Roſe, whoſe fair unfullied flower 
Aurora fondly nurſt with morning dew, 

While the ſoft breezes of her earlieſt four 
Gave thy young bud to bluſh with erimſon hue, 


Fain would the hand, which rear'd thee from the ground, 
Tranſplant thee ſafely on ſome heav'nly ſhore, _ 
Where freed from thorns you here, unworthy, bore, 
Thy better partalone might breath its ſweets around, 


There in full beauty ſhouldſt thou ever laſt, 
The ſlave no more to Winter's angry blaſt, 

To Cold or Rain—no longer made the ſport 

Of ſeaſons ſuch as ours, ſo fickle and fo thort's 


Thus might'ſt thou, lac'd beneath the guardian care 
Of one more kind, Time's ravages repair; 4 
And thus unite, uninjur'd by alarms, D | 
Eternal fragrance with eternal charms, 


. 


ek denn, 
T FORTUNE. 


I NCONSTANT Goddeſs, what can thee inclins 
To ſtrew with thorns whatever path I take? 
Hop'eſt thou that I, whene'er thou frown'fl, may duale, 
Or thy looſe * ceſſes labour to Lamas: 

With 


* Jo hold Fortune * the hair i is, amon hs Italians, a prover- 
bial expreſſion for thriving in the world. Ae 
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With threats like theſe the daſtard wretch appal, 
Whoſe coward heart thy fickleſt nods control; 


1, ſhould the world in headlong ruin fall, 


Fearleſs could ſee the mighty fabric roll. 


*Tis no new conteſt calls us to the field; 

Oft have we fought, as thy defeats can ſhew ; 

And well thou know'ſt, the more to make me yield 
Thy wrath was bent, the {tronger did I grow: 


Thus when the heavy ſledge, with uſeleſs war, 


Deſcends in vengeance on the maſly bar, 


Such blows and injuries but aid the wheel 


To give new luſtre to the burniſh'd ſteel. 
— — CCDs — 
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MkETAST ASIO, to his own Pokus. 


| U N JUST is Heav'n to you and me, my Songz 


For bitter 1s my lot, and ſweet 1s thine; 


All the rewards to thee alone belong, 


Yet all the labour and the toil was mine, 


Laura, whoſe eye but for a moment ſtays 

With me, for hours on thee delights to gaze; 
Thro' thee that breaſt a thouſand raptures knows, 
Where ne'er through me one ſoft emotion roſe. 
Thine ſhe conceives, my meaning calls obſcure; 
Wich her thou 'rt ever, and but ſeldom J. 
Scarce can her ſoul my tireſome love endure; 
So ſweet is thine, with pity could ſhe die. 


She would that I ſhould write, and yet my ſtrain, 
(As if already I too little pair 
From them had ſuffer'd) to my rivals Sie 


Applies, and bids them learn to woo from me. 


ExxaTum.—In line 18, page 43, for—-And dwell on 4illsy 
read, — And dwell on i//s. 
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